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NOBODIES' AT HOME; 
SOMEBODIES' ABROAD, 

A FARCE, 

\eiTH HISTORICAL RBrSRENCB TO THR POBT CHURCHILL. 



MRS. HALLETT. 

AUTHORESS OF ' WOMAN'S WHI1C8,' « JUNIPER JACK,' 'TIMOROUS 

OBNTLBMAN,* 'MONOMANIA,' 'CHESTER FAIR, 

OR THE PROPHECY,' &C. &C. 



AS PERFORMED AT 

THE ROYAL OLYMPIC THEATRE, 

AND 

THE QUEEN'S THEATRE. 



iOKDOK: 

PBINTBD AND PTTBXISHBD BT W, S. JOHNSON, 
" NAflSATJ STBAM rBXSB," 60, BT. ItABTIN'S IiANX. 

1847. 

nsgUtered at the Lord Chamberlain's Offlee. 
Snitred at StaHoners' Satt. 
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COSTUME. 



MR. BUGGINS.— Snuff-coloured suit with gaiters. 

BARON D£ QUATRE FRANC— French braided surtout, 
red ribbon order at the button-hole, moustache and imperial., 

MR.xD£NT.—- Black suit. 

PHELIM O'FLlNN.— Smart Uverf, hat with gold band. 

CAFFRE CHARGE D'AFFAIRES.-Indian dress, black face. 

PRINCE NOIRPHIZTATTOO.— Indian dress, with face 
painted to represent a tattooed Indian. 

SERVANT. 

WOMEN. 

MRS. LOOSECASH.— i?VW/ dress. Crimson silk, bonnet 
with feathers. Second dress. As the " Mountain Sylph," 
wings, 8tc. 

MISS SERAPHINA.— White muslin, hair in the French 
style, sash. Second dress. Fancy costume. 

MISS IPHIGENIA.— White muslin with sash, hair in the 
French manner. Second dress* Fancy costume. 

MADAME PAUtlNE.— Coloured French dress, black silk 
apron with pockets, Normandy cap, &c., velvet round the 
neck with a cross suspended. 

VISITORS at the ball in various costumes. 

PHELIM O'FLINN v^ith black doak and hood. 
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OPINIONS OF TRE PRBS8. 



''^A newfaree, entitled * Nobodies' at Home; Somebodies' 
Abroa^* thQ production of Mrs. Hallett, tlie authoress of 
' Woman's Whims,' and other popular pieces, was brought 
dn% ;Mt tMs theatre. We have seldom seen a more light and 
spcirkliffg^ tmanation of humour and fun; and, judging by the 
maiMier in which it was reoeiited by a verjrnameKOUS audience, 
snust become a permanent favourite with the play- going 

p[Vfbric.'*-^^tfn. 

t' . ■ 1/ '•' ■.. . 

^ ^ N^bO^ies* fit Home; Somebodies' Abrqad,' from the pen 
oliiMnw Hallett* kaa bean plrodaoed with decided success ; the 
introduction of the Charg^ d'Affeiires and Prince Noirphiz- 
tattoo was cleverly adapted and an excellent cut at demi- 

fashionable society, an^ told well." — Ditpatch, 

, > 

.,/'^4«]|«Min» tvfct, by Mm. HaUett, entitled, < Nobodies' a^ 
Hqxi^e; Sbmebodles' Absoad/ nas produced with the most 
d«cidM siMoefts/'— Jr|tii. 
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NOBODIES' AT HOME; 
SOMEBODIES' ABROAD. 



ACT . I. . 

SCENE I A Drawing Room. 

M&s. and the Misses Loosecash discovered, setOed at a 
table, books, newspapers, Sfc, Miss Iphigbnia t^nVtn^, 
L. at a side-table. 

Mrs, L, Well, daughters, here wei are at last. How 
rejoiced I am to find we are got to France^dear 
delightrul Prance! And then, at the hotel* at Dover, 

* The "Ship Hotel," now Itept by Mr. Birmiagbam, a»d l)ett«r 
known than any in Europe. Here have xepoted most of the crowned 
heads of the world— ambassadors, wairiors, statcsmeni B0fltf» On» 
room— for the diamond-scrawls— was truly designatea the " Poet's 
Comer.'' Many of the eifiisioDS Of Byronj Foote^ and ChdrdilD^wwe 
written on tbe panes of the windows. Here was composed the 
** Beaatv and the Beast." There Ohunjhill ^msfeed his last days, attd 
found his resting-place in an humble grave m an old churchyard* a 
few paces to the northward of the hitely sold— flint and'chaUc concrete 
^rrnns. as the site of the antient allodial Abbey of St. Martin's of 
Dover.f to its House at CharinjT + through iU 4l<aiff^a lHm» ' Years 
after his decease. Lord Byron was iiasslng through, and seeing the 
aogiected and chipped gnavBataae^ haviag ttMitean th0 foBowin)r 
inscription :— 



His Lordship witb 
that generous im- 
pulse which charac- 
terised him,respond- 
ed to the tombstone 



1764, 
LIE Tm 

Urmaiaa 

OV TBS 

Celebrated 
CHURCHILL 

Life to the \uX en- 
Mert Churchill lies. 



' ittiptdieSMB/lltt^wish 
156:- 



t Cteitf' 19, B. 3. Memorandum qd? CaneeUoHut ifo. CUriH nU 
ten€€mt Hosnitium nmm in Bomibtf Hoifdtal* voeat Maison Dieu 
mmd Dover, qnando Rex ibid'm moram/icwit. Supposed by Sir 
Bobert Cotton to have been the local Westminster HallCourt of Justice 
—for Aver and Cancel of titles to the lands held—*' in Alodia de rege." 
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6 NOBODIEB' at ROUE; 

where we stopped ; bow grand it was to put our names 
down in the book, they keep there of all the grreat people 
that have been en-continent this summer. Then, such a 
charming: passage I Barring, I was a little squalmish — 
and such agreeable passengers too ! and then how lucky 
we is in getting settled so soon in this elegant boarding 
house. I'm al»olutely enchanted with every thing I 
sees ! how superior the French is to us ! and what a nice 
woman that Madam Poll Line his ! How glad I am you 
left your best English dresses in London ; what frights 
you'd look like if you'd weared' em here. {Lat^hs.) 
Now you do look a little come e foat^ as we say in 
French. 

Miss S, Dear mamma, pray don't pretend to speak 
French I beg, you will be so laughed at— 

Mrs, Z. Laughed at indeed I Marry come up, I like 
that howsomever. Wam't I hedicated at one of the first 
seminaries about London called Seringam-patam House? 
where we lamed everything proper for moving in the 
highest spear of bong toftg, as the French says. It was 

** I<et one poor fprig: of bay around my head 
Bloom Wnilst I live, and point me out when dead; 
Let it— (may Heaven, indulgent, grant that prayer)— 
Be planted on my grave, nor tditker there ; 
And when, on travel bound, aome rhyming guest. 
Roams through the church>yard, whilst his dinner's drest. 
Let it hold up this comment to his eyes, 
Life to the last enjoy'd, here Churchill lies : 
Whilst— (Oh, what joy that pleasing flatfrsr gives.)— 
Heading my works, he cries— Here Churchill lives." 

The URN was raised, and the sprig of bay surrounded and flourished 
for a time, although many years elapsed before " the wish," as above 
expressed, was fulfilled, and this memento is offered in respectful 
homage for its revivification. 

Under "The Ship Hotel" roof Louis Philippe rested when driven 
into exile. An exile meritorious bv industrious example, when he. 
like the Libyan monarch's son. Prince Juda, became learned ana 
taught in hislcaptivity, (under Oesar's imprisonment.) writing, aa 
Plutarch saith. The '* (jommentaries of the Libyan King's," vide 
Lucan's Pharaalia, as " Englished,'* by Thomas May, Esq., book v. 

" Adorning so his mind, as wisest men 
In every age admired his happy pen ; 
So, that to grace his future prosperous reign. 
By great Augustue hand : restored again." 

Here Louis Philippe returned when crowned "King of the French," 
accompanied by as brilliant a staff as ever graced a regal court since 
olden times, and here he, the Schoolmaster in 1798, at Reichenau 
College, slept, prior to his last embarkation from England. 

To this so remarkable a spot, (independently ot its sea-side beauty 
and " cUff-eamphire** salad cheerfiihiess of our forefathers), the author 
hintf, as well worth a journey now made so easy for some " rhj^ming 
gueeV* of the poet's allusion.— Dover, Auguet 35, 1847. 
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BOXKBODIES* ABBOA]>. 7 

an unlucky day for mo, I know, when I married your late 
father, Mr, Loosecash, a poor pitiful paltry creature, I 
ought to haYO looked higher, ( Gradualhf raising her 
voice). Miss Barbara Buggins, the cheesemonger's only 
daughter, of Blackman Street, in the Borough, couloL 
have picked and diused her a husband, I little thought 
when he used to talk about Linden Grove Viller, he 
was nothing but a— 

Miss S. Hush, mamma, ob, pray hush ; you will cer- 
tainly be overheard. Don't speak so loud, remember 
where we are, and do not lessen our consequence. 
Consider a little, do, dear mamma. 

Mrs, L, Well, Pheny — ^but now only look at your 
sister, arn't it wery wexatious and enough to prowoke a 
body to see her always poring over books and writing 
nonsenside verses and trash. ( To Ifhiosnia). Why, 
Iphigenij^ 1 say, Iphigenia, do you hear ) The girl minds 
me no more than if I was a post. 

Miss L (looking i^y). Yes, mamma, I hear, but I am 
so engaged this moment in endeavouring to trace the 
origin of the LoosecaA family, particularly to that 
branch to which we belong — I have them now before me 
for three centuries and a half. The records of our former 
ancestors, before that period, being lost in the mists of 
antiquity. 

Mrs* X. Flddlededee I mists indeed I You don't mean 
to say you can see all your ancestors, great grandfathers, 
and grandmothers, and all, now before you, that have 
died for these three hundred years back ? it must be their 
ghosts then. How can you go for to frighten one so. 

Miss L You must forgive me, mamma, but my mind is 
so much occupied at present— my verses too are ready 
for the periodicals. How charming books are — how 
delightful the Pilot of Sir Walter Scott, and Satan by 
Lord Byron. (Continues writing). 

Miss S, Now my mind is quite taken up with thinking 
who we are to invite to the soirees and fancy balls we 
intend to give. We must ask Sir Oakley and Lady 
Tanner, of course ; these things never go off with eclat 
without some people of title; but you know she never 
visits, as she considers herself a star, without her at- 
tendant satellites, no matter how lack lustre they are ; so 
we may as well have the credit, mamma, of asking Mr. 
Ovid Falsetto, who sings with such taste, Mr. Horace 
Werter Silvertongue, the Miss Gobbles, Mr. Pericranium 
Solas, and the talented lady, I quite forget her name, who 
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8 mmfn^^ Av.H^Ws 

conduct* Hu^ orUical dJiapartTOflpU? t*€» « LadlesMklootbly 
Pennyi Pocket MagMzip^". ,. / .,. . n 

Mr^r if'. So,, iro, .v^ry weU a i^nU Swpbiiiat dear, y^i* 
fmie foigpt th^. Tartar poe^jHibe^urn^esepertr^iA palpter, 
the— the — the — I can't remember the Princes ppn^,* 

Miss S. Oh, jQ\h meaa ib^ J^rlaoe. Ng(|rpiii»ta\too, 
a^tlMts^ador /fu^ltraord'macy from TiiabuotAD, %Ad \fthe 
Charg^ d'affaires. . ., ur ' 

Afr*. Z. Yw, mylovej wjbat a memory you baY-e.\r 

Miss S, Theo wo must ask the celebrated Evelaia 

Cloudbraio^ who was actually three whole weeka a ro** 

sident at Japan* aud has published an account of h^r bM 

residence in three yery tbick volumes, imperial oetny^ 

wbicb tho Japanese, woo cannot certainly be flowed tt 

know, anything about their own country, have impudent)/ 

de^gnated to be decidedly untrue from beginning to ^nd; 

and.w0 must have Mr. Penny line, that dear love of » 

f<^(ow I be will, if he is invited to the party, insert the 

important intelligence conspicuously in a paragraph, for 

e%^'. morning paper in town, for which he ia engaged to 

cpntrib^te fashionable intelligence. 

.-fiiis^JU {r€iiding) mloud. *' He came, 'twas night, a 

sable darkness hurl'd, 

,,,. In clouds profound, this transitory world ; 

1 ^^^.., , , ^ut from the light, that from his armour flew. 

Her own, her lovely warrior met her view. 
V XV .vi ^ ^^ s Thd breeze was hti»h'd^ all nature — ^ 

Mrs, i. (interrupting her). Stop, stop, don't interrupt 
us, for we had just got as far as the Prince — 
, Miss L {romantically). What is the Prince to me! 
You have put some beautiful lines out of my head. 1 
was just going" to address my own true knight and wander 
with him to my bower. 

Mrs, L. Well, well, go into the garden, there you will 
fitid a bower, and, perhaps, a knight, go and finish your^ 
poem there, love. 

Miss 1, (rises^shnoly fram her chair, repeating). 
j^ , , ^* Af 9plemn midnight sombre hour 
.^ . , . I'll seek my sweet, my silent bower." 
( Talces the poem, crosses e.) Oh I Thaddeus of Warsaw I 

Mrs. L. Well, now dear, we must leave your sister to 
her odd whims, Thaddeus Worser, and her poetry. 

Miss S, But, mamma, as we know so few people here^ 
wp bad better give them we do know a carte blanche to 
ask as many as they please. 
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BCmSdODZBS' AfiBOAD. 9 

Mtvili.^ (W^ therm a what! Frty do*'! timiition such 
li things as a cart, 'tis so low and wulgt^; and, yoil fcftget, 
TOtt hwtifk asked B^igd Coddle, of the Tower Hamlets' 
Mllitia» and remember to dIrM it proberlj, for Ensign 
Coddte, H. P. 

ilfft^ S. What'fl H. I*, ibr, WAmma P 

Mr9: L, Why half-pay, t^o be-sUre I Now do just- read 
what we have put into the newspaper. 

Miss S, {takes up h newspapet and reads), « *the 
Misses Looseeash, accompanied by theh* maternal parent, 
have arrived at Boulogne, and tak^n up their abode, 
amil a suitable mansion can be obtained for their accom- 
modation^ eit pension, at Madame Pauline's establishment. 
These ladies are the co-heiresses of the estate of Mdchil! 
Manor* from which ancestral mansion, scarcely to be 
equalled in beauty in the British dominions!, they hav^ 
repaired to Boulogne to enjoy the salubrious breezed tif 
tbe ocean." Ha I ha ! ha! I think that will do excelleititty. 
Dear mamma, how clever you are. . " 

Mrs.L* So I was always coutitcfd. {I^okstLtltet 
watch). How time flies, we rtust now go and prepare 
for a drive with your lover, the all-accompnshed, c^s^M^g, 
gay, gallant Baron de Quarter Frank, in his biisky. 

Miss 8. Let us baste to join the delightfiil Baron. 

(Exeunt L. 

SCENE IL—A, Garden with a View qf thel Harbour 
Enter Fu^LiK, SL, \ ' -^ ■<-'''''• 

Phe. I hardly know what to make of ray new mistress 
and the young ladies ; to be sure they are very kind, aod 
I have got a good place aud little to do— bad luck to m^ 
though for laving ould Ireland. My mother, the darling, 
did throw her ould shoe after me tor luck^s sake, to ,be 
sure, but I wanted to see foreign parts, and so here 1 W, 
got to Bolougne, ,0 . , ( 

Enter Madake Paulina l- . \ .1 

Mad, P. (curtsies). Bon jour, Mrsterr6 dfFlen, I so 
mouch wish, so happy to meet you alone ; for I leave (^ 
Angfish, de irbh, de be all one anoder de same. ' •■ 

Phe. (aside). I hope she isn't going to n^kei l^Vieto 
me— 'that's no go. - \ > 

Mad. P. Your ladies so distingue, I love detn so mbuchV 
Now do tell me all about dem, mon ami f 

Phe. And is it yourself that axes ? La, madame, ho^ 
A 3 
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10 IfOaODIXS' AT Hom; 

pretty yoo are. (Aside), Well, that's what I call cominsr 
It and no mistake. Faith, V\\ tell you all I know, and, 
moreover, what I don't know. 

Mad, P. Oh, monsieur, how kine. Where did de lady 
engage you ? 

Phe. Engage— engfagre — ^hired I suppose yon mane! 
Well, then, yon must listen to a long story : in the first 
place^on must know, I come from Cork, that beautiful 
city, Cork, in ould Ireland, by long say ; that is to say, 1 
came to Bristol. Och ! that place didn't suit, at all at all, 
because I couldn't find a place in it for myself, so \ set 
off in a big hurry in hopes of getting over by some 
chance to France, when good luck spmng up, by the run 
I made against my mistress and her daughters. ** Begs 
pardon, ma'me," said I, she was taken with my looks I 
suppose. '* Do you want a place, young man?" says she, 
*' Arrah," says I, '* I do, and there's lots of my betters, 
ma'me, no omnee I hope, wanting e'm too ;" so she axed 
for my character. •* Character I" says I, " who can pire 
you one so thru as myself, since I must know more about 
myself than anybody else." She smiled, her pretty 
daughters smiled, I smiled— an Irishman can niter stand 
a pretty girls' smile, so I was hired at once. We got into 
a sort of a ship wid a big chimney smoking all the way, 
and here I am, madame, at your commands. 

Mad. P, Don't talk de foUie. I want to know where 
de Molehill Manour and de Linden Grove is ? dey talk 
so much of dem. 

Phe. Faith I can't tell, I've seen plenty of molehills 
in my time, but I know nothing about the mole's manners, 
for I niver was acquainted wid one, and as for grovet'-* 
sure hayen't I seen the Groves of Blarney, jewel! 

Mad. P. {aside)* Oh, de tupid, tupid man! I am 
enrag4! I can get noting I want ; I will leave him. 
Monsieur, adieu. ( Curtsies, aside). Bite. {Exit l. 

Phe. So, she wanted to pump, didn't she ? but she 
found the well dry, for the best raison in life, for I know 
nothing myself. ^Tis true I didn't much like going to 
Bolougne at first, for they tould me in London 'twas called 
the Queen's Bench, and that Calais was Kke the Fleet 
Prison ; but I didn't much believe 'em, for I thonght they 
wouldn't put me in jail sure for nothing ; and I found out 
t' wasn't true, for the English people come here to cheat 
their creditors and keep out of a prison themselves at 
home. Och ! I shall never forget the day when I parted 
from my late good master, the Captain at the Cove of 
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BOltSBOBISs' Afi&OAD. 11 

Cork. He wa9 going out to the Ingees, in a transport, 
wid the regiment aboard, ** Phelim/' says he, " will yoii 
lave me ?" he was a good fellow, bat that was no wonder^ 
for he was an Irishman. " Phelim,** again, says he, *' will 
you lave me, my good lad ?" {Appears much affected). 
My sowl came up into my eyes and then rushed out into 
two beautifol fountains of water. *• You can't go wid me," 
says he, <* unless you list for a soldier." I thought of my 
mother and the ould whisky shop at Cork, " No," says I, 
" I can't go for a soldier anv how; hope your honour 
won't be offended." ** God bless you," says the master, 
as he stipped into the boat, ** you are a kind-hearted 
good lad ; may you never want a friend ;" and he tipped 
me a tin pounder, not a cannon shot, but as good ** a 
Matt."* Marshall as ever came from the Bank of England 
or Ireland. I watched the boat alongside the ship, I saw 
the ship underweigh, I watched it till it seemed but a 
little speck on the ocean, what I suffered — nobody was 
by, tears came to help me, or I must have died, I can't 
forget it even now. {Puts his hand before his face). But 
the worst of all is, the first news I heard of my brave 
master was, that he, with many others, had died of faver. 
Well, time they say, makes us forgit, but never, while 
Phelim lived, can it make him forgit bis kind master 
(Looks off). But here comes Miss Iphy, and all melan- 
choly thoughts fly away when I see her ; she's a pretty 
creature. I'll pretend not to see her. 

[Exit R* u. B. as if listening, occasionally showing 
himself, unseen by her. 

Enter Miss Iphiobnia. l. 

Miss L How charming our first party will be, all in 
fancy dresses. What shall I decide* on for myself? 
Sterne's Maria* That will never do, for she must play 
upon a pipe, only think how ungraceful, a pipe in a ladv's 
mouth. La SonnambuUi'^no, that won't do either, tor 
nobody yet ever danced quadrilles in their sleep. How 
I wish I was a sprite, or a fairy, I could then be anything 
I pleased. 

* A naTDe now lued on the jSIO bank notes— prior to its use was 
that of Abraham Newland, giving origin for the old joke, and song— 
" As some people say. 
Sham Abraham you mav. 
But you mustn't sham Alnrakam Newland,** 
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12 RDBODOIS^ ADmsaoiy 

./. J.'.. ..,,'■• i ToMMkidier^ gMllrbiefezf; ' ' i: >- 

Tp deck the btows I Ipve, 
WMie found them I would play. 

Qh I would I were ft bee, ^ 

In orange groves to fly ; 
Steal sweett from every tree, 

And in the blossoms lie. 
The morning dew-dro^s sipi 

And buis ^om flower to flower, > 

With perfume on my lip, ^ 

Vd rove from bowV to bow'r. 

'^ , • ' }f a fairy I could be, 

Fd range through ambient air ; 
For gliding o*er the sea, 
My sailing shdl prepare. 
•' 1 ' • / IM bribe the softest gales, 
•I I . ... As o'<er thd waves I rove ; 
• , > r I . ' .. To €U thto tproadiiMT »\% 

. .J,,, . That waft roe tp opy love. 

[Discovers Phelim at the back of the stage, he 
' '' ' preteitds not to see her. 

.. J^i^s,^J, Hov\[ interestinff be looks! How can mam^a 
he'^f^ imposed on as to belieye he ever before was 9, 
sftr.y^jft^ frovx the .first mojuent these eyes beheld him 
I 'Ww it ifa* an- assumed character to conceal himself-*' 
prpbi^hly he is ^ nobleman, has fought a duel, killed his 
adversary, and fled to>this country for protection; that 
mui^t b« the case, Phelim, (Phelim comes down), 'Tis 
iQ. vain that you seek to dbguise yourself from me, I am 
certain tbat I know all. 

j.jfJAe, {aside)- Know what ! Disguise, disguise did she. 
sajf,? ^^wre, on my conscience, she don't mane to say I*m, 
disguised in liquor ? It can't be that any how- No, miss, 
I'j)[^ proifd to say an Irishman is above dissruise, except 
sQw and then, when he takes a little drap too much of 
the cratur. 

Miss J, (smiles). Now, tell me, >what motive brought 
yqi} to this country ? 1 think I can guess. 

* Sung bv Miss Poole. Composed by the late Mr. E. Fitz- 
wiHtam. Third Edition, sold at Mr. Keegan's, Burlington 
Arcade. 
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Phe. {aside). By my^ioi^flM's smiling on me I Bless 
her sweet eyes. 

Miss L You coire frp]f!OlJte\fiiMf either on account of 
having fought a due^ Pr #}se you. b^^e assumed your 
present character to make you better acquainted with 
the manners of the kjiwer ordiera^ to «niAle you to write 
more correctly a work on the jgenealoglcal, topographical, 
and etymological history of this country ; or, perhaps, 
you are' an antiquarian ? 

Phe. A whatl (^tft(fe). What is ohe talkhig about 1 I 
wish she'd spake either English, or Irish, any bow. No, 
miss, I've no notion about writing an^ history, at all, at 
all ; but if you want to k^iow about 'tiqodties of Ireland, 
I'm the boy to tell you. ' There's the beautiful ruins of 
Killmallock and Adair, and the round towers where the 
kings used to live, and the ould bogs ; and my father's 
house, the shebeen shop at Cork, is so very ould, that we 
thought it would have tumbled down long ago. 

Miss I. Shebeen! Oh,l8upposesoroegreatmanufactory? 

Phe, Faith and you may say that when you write to 
your friends, the greatest manufactory in all Ireland ; for 
they are to be found from one end of the kingdom to tho 
other. (Aside). She don't know what a whisky shop is, 
what a pity. . . 

Miss L Come, come, confess at once, I I^now I'm not 
deceived. (Sighs)* Oh I Thaddeus of Warsj^wf. 

Phe. (aside). Confess! What the plague h ^heW now ? 
making herself a priest and wanting me to confess ; thatV 
funny by the powers. I haven't the pleasure of knowin;^' 
Mr. Thaddeus Warser, ma*me. Where does he live ?' 

Miss I. ^presses her hand to her heart). In my heart, 
heigho I (Appears in deep thought). 

Phe. (aside). I'm sorry for that. 1 hope he don't take 
up all the room as I wish to get into a. little ^rner of 
that myself, ahem ! An Irishman never despaii'S ; I'll 
brash up to her a little. Did you but know who a^d 
what I am and what my feelings are — (Si^hs). It is )tn- ' 
possible for me to express them at present. 

Miss I. (as not noticing the last speech), I kndW 
the O'Brien's, the O'Flaherties, the O'Donoughues, the 
OTherralh ' Ban,' are all descended from the kings of 
Ireland — the O'Flinns were once kings of Munster. 

Phe. (aside). Kings of the gipsies then. What the 
devil shall I say to her? Oh, lovely Ban-sheel Learned, 
charming young lady, will you then condescend to assist 
me in my—- my— my— («S'tefw»i«rwi^,) 
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Miss I. I know what yoa wore going to say, literary 
researches. 

Phe, (aside). 'Twas more than I did. You are quite 
right, mm, there you hit it. 

Miss I. Oh, yes, with pleasure! I knew I was right, 
but, for the present, let the secret remain with us ; be 
cautious, be prudent— farewell. ( Goingr, returns). Still 
support) for a short time, your assumed character. I 
must now return to my studies. In the eyeniDg we will 
talk further (Aside J. 1 have discovered all and found at 
last a Tbaddeus of Warsaw. (Drops a note). [E:ifit. 

Phe. By the powers she's in love wid me ! Oh, me, 
what shall I do! Oh, Shela Maguire! Shela Maguire! 
what would you say to this, hoiiey ? but, no matter, you 
are in Dublin and I'm here, there's plenty of husbands 
to content you there, only go to Stoney Batter, my dear, 
that's all. (Ooing, sees the note that was dropped J. 
What's this! a note she has dropped. (Takes it up). 
For, for who? PhelimI By St. Patrick that's myself. 
( Opens and reads). 

Do bees delight thdr sweets to steal 

From cv'ry perfumed flower { 
Do roses all their sweets reveal 

At daybreak's peaceful hour. 

Do larks delight, at morning light, 

To soar with merry glee; 
So I, my love, this very night, 

Delight to meet with thee. 

Phelim you're in luck, my boy, and won't I meet her, and 
won't I be carrying off one of the pretty heiresses, any 
how ; but ril not desave her ; no, an Irishman hates 
desate ; but if she won't belave me when I spake truth, 
how can I help it ? If she was here how her sweet lips 
would be telling me what I ought to be doing. I don't 
know what it is, but there is something about an Irishman 
that the girls can't withstand, 'specially, when I sing my 
nate song about Paddy O' Toole. 

SONG.—" Paddy O'Toolb." 

Q* Pat's Picture.") 
Oh ! Ireland's the country for nate Irish boys, 
For whisky, potatoes, for roirtb, and for noise ; 
Oh I a country like that* sureyou never did see. 
For fun, and for dancing, for frolic, and glee. 



d by Google 



BOIOBODIXS* ABROAD. 16 

There as trudging along, with shillelagh you go, 
You see pretty mud-cabins stand all in a row. , 

Then how gay and how frisky 

Is Pat ¥rith his whisky. 

^Spoken.'] There you see him with his delicate brogues on his 
feet, nis lirtie dndeen pipe, and big coat, with his sleeves hanging 
behind to keep his arms warm.^ 

And who is so brisk, eh I as Paddy O' Toole. 

The smoke comes so naturally out at the door, 

And a nate little turf-stack is placed just before ; 

A clane bit of straw, for a bed in cold weather, 

AVhere the fowls, hogs, and family all pig together* 

TJiere Pat and his Judy, with whisk;^ and sons. 

Oft welcome their ndghbours, nor think they do wrong. 

He never is weary 

Of love and his deary. 

^Spoken.'] To be sure he isn*t« and a ^reat man too, when he 
stanas on his own potatoe ground, brandishes his shillelagh and 
says, " who dares tread on my coat, Och I who dares to cough." 
Then who is so cheery as Paddy O' Toole 

'Twas at BallymuUen he met with his deary, 

And thought of her charms he should never be weary ; 

Her pretty black eyes — Och ? such tenderness spoke? 

As tney glanc'd at poor Pat, 'neath the hood or her cloak 

Then shortly to Fattier O' Shannon they come, 

Faith he tack'd them together as tight as a drum. 

Then with fiddle and tabor 

He rests from his labour. 

[^SpokenJ] Pat, Dermot, Barney, mv lads; Norah, Kathleen, 
my lasses { welcome as the flowers in May* Arrah! Mrs. O'Toole, 
don't be after misbehaving yourself, but be putting about tlie 
poteen. 

Then welcome his neighbours does Paddy OToole« 

And then the deliffht that an Irishman takes, 

At dances, at weddings, at fairs, and at wakes ; 

On his bit of a nag, spite of weather and wind. 

He trots off to the wake with his Judy behind. 

There they kiss and they smoke, and drink, fight, and roar, 

'Till they're almost as dead as the man on the floor* 

Then sweetly they cry, 

«* Och I why did you die?" 

ISpoketL] Oh ! botheration ! Why will you die ? Wasn't there 
potatoes, whisky, and butter-milk enough for you ? Hubbaboo I 
And leaves us— Ob 1 fiej says Paddy O'Toole. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I.— Outside of the Boarding House. J board 
outside with *' Board and Lodging^ ' 

Enter Mjm. and Miss Sekafbina Loosecasb, R.,honnets, 

'Mrs, JL. The drive, how cbarming' it was, und we 
stopped so long that we have no time to lose in erder to 
prepare f^r our.^fifa-^e to-night. . (Knocks ai the door). 

[Before they enter the house, enter Mr. Dent, a. 
Ufiih a-^rpet hag, as just arrined from the 
packet*,,, 

[Eipeunt ISkiS, And Miss LoosEcasb into the hou9t^ 

Mr.D, Surely my eyes must deceive me! that can 
never be my old acquaintance, Mrs. Loosecash and her 
daughter, that I saw entering that house ? What can 
induce her to leave her butcher^s shop in Whitechapel, 
I wonder I Ten to one to pkk up husbands for her silly 
affecied daughters. Well, at all events, they would not go 
into a house that was not respectable, and as I am 
looking about for a lodging, and I see there is some there 
to be let) perhaps they will suit me, so Til knock. 
{Knocks at door). 

Enter Madams Pauline J^cwi house, 

Mr. D, Pray, madame, can yon accommodate me with 
board and lodging for a few weeks ? 

Mad, P, Out, monsieur, wid pleasure. 

Mr,D, (gives his card). You have good society at 
your table, no doubt, madame? 

Mad, P. Out, monsieur, yes, sare, I have always de 
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first lady and gentilhommef persons de consequence dat 
visit Boulogne ; among oders, I have, dis time, de Baron 
de Quatre Franc, from Paris, and de elegant Misses 
Loosecash, de co-heiresses of Molehill Manor and Linden 
Grove. 

Mr,D (aside). Then I wasn't deceived. Molehill 
Manor and Linden Grove, ha! ha I ha! Co-heiresses, 
indeed! Ha! ha! ha! Why, ma'me, the mother keeps 
a butcher's shop at Whitechapel ; as for Linden Grove ! 
'tis a little cottage close to the; turnpike -gate at Islington ; 
and, as for where Molehill Manor is, they are as much 
in the dark, where that is, as the moles that live in them. 

Mad. P> Oh I sare, how astonish, how much surprise 
I am. Entre, pray walk in. 

Mr, D. Well, ma*me, you wtll be convinced by only 
asking her, at the dinner-table, if she tl^inks the meat in 
France equal to that sofd at Whitechapel, tia! hti't ha!^ 

Mad. P. Ha! ha! ha I AUons! [Bxeunt^int^ Jumge. 

SCENE ll — Drawing Room. Chairs, tables, ^e. 

Maa» AND Mifs SxiiA^mifA Lqoabcas^ dUscQvered. 

Mrs. L. What a nice drive we had with the Baron — 

how everybody stared at us — and the Baron, dear man, 
how fond he is of you. I could not refuse to lend him 
the two hundred pounds he asked of me. How shameful 
for his banker in Paris to disappoint him when he has 
such large estates in France, Italy, and Germany ; and 
how angry he is that his family jewels are not arrived for 
the wedding. 

Miss S, They are now the only things wanted, and he^ 
almost fears they are lost; and, as they are family 
diamonds, all the money in France could not make hint 
sufficient reparation, as it is his desire that his bride 
should come out with the same blaze of splendour, as his 
mother appeared at the court of Marie Antoinette. 

Mrs. X. Well, there is something in the Frehch nobi- 
lity so extingu^, I hope soon to see you mi lady.. I ^^H 
cut Mrs. Higgins, of Eastcheap, aud Mrs. Wat ling, of 
Watling House, Watling Street, when I getato ^o^dqii, 
that's poz ! 

Miss S. Mamma, how often must I tell you, you should 
not say my lady, but baroness. Hush! the Baron comes. 
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Enter Baron, l. 

Bar, Ah I ma ch4re oiadame, mj beautiful Seraphine, 
ma cMre baroness dat is to be. I have laid a wager wid 
de Prince Noirpbiztattoo, for a hundred pounds, dat my 
bay horses beat bis greys, in a trot, on de sand to-day. 
Deign, sweet young ladv, to honour me wid your 
presence, good wishes, and smiles; you* dear madame, 
shall hold de stakes. 

Mrs, L, Stakes I what stakes ? They were as high as 
fourteen pence a pound, when I left home ; that is, if 
they were rump. 

[Miss Sbbaphina becomes great^ agitated. 

Bar, Romp I romp 1 what is romp ? 1 not know. Some 
English for bet I suppose ? Young lady, votre mire^ ah 
mamma, not understand ? 

Miss S, Oh, Baron, there's a common saying in 
England, *' I'll bet you a rump and dozen," meaning a 
dinner party, and a dozen of wine. {Aside to Mas. L). 
For shame, mamma, I blush for you. I've brought you 
off this time, however. 

Bar, Oh ! how droll 1 1 laugh at de romp, ha ! ha ! ha i 

Enter Miss Iphioenia, b. 

Here — ^your sisterre. I call madame de full blown rose, 
you, your sisterre— de beautiful buds. 

Miss S, Baron, how you flatter. 

Mrs, L, And so you thinks. Baron, that we English 
women are prettier thau the French ? 

Bar, Oh I out, out, madame, we have not dat beautiful 
complexion like you, madame, and your lovely daughters, 
though you look much more like dere sisterre, elder ; de 
beauties of Paris, like de leaf just before winter, jaune, 
which I tink you call yellow, ah— ah — me not like dat — 
den, in dress, you have de taste amazing $ and when I 
hear, ma chSre Seraphine sing von little song, I am 
enchant, I tink myself at La Scalar Milan. (Aside), 
When I got de two hundred pounds I wish I had asked 
for four. 

Mrs.L, Baron, how I likes the Het-talyon Hopoperer! 
How delightful 'tis to see Grisi act Persiani, and La 
Blache dance. My daughters are the tiptops of the 
Islington Assemblies, I can tell you, though I says it 
that shouldn't say it. The Miss Flyblows, of Clare 
Market, are nothing to 'em. 

Bar. ( To Miss Sebafhina as he leads her to and fro 
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in front of the stage: Mrs. Loosecash appears in 
extacies ; Miss Iphioenia in deep thought at the back). 
Oh I let me bear you to scenes where love and admiration 
wait ! We will go to Italy*s fair clime ; dance by moon- 
light to de soft warbling flute on de banks of de Arno ; 
glide in our gondola to the sound of de guitar through 
de street of Venice ; sip sherbet wid de grand Turk ; 
feast in bowers of oranges and roses ; and little Cupid's 
bands of flowers shall be all de chains you shall wear. 
But now I must say adieu, for I go to meet de Prince. 
Adieu, adieu. (Kisses Miss Sekafhina's hand). 

[Exit L. 
Miss L I have resolved, mamma, to retdn my own 
name, and represent Iphigenia, in that beautiful poem of 
Cynum and Iphigenia, written by Albert Smith. I 
dare say I shall find a Cymon — (repeats) — 
** Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love. 
By chance was stumbling to a neighbourinff grove — 
He walk'd along, unknowing what he sought, 
And whistled as he went — " 
Mrs. L, Stop I What an high — dear ! There shall be 
no whistling here, depend upon it. How low and wulgar. 
I can never teach you to be genteel, like me — who would 
have thought of sich a thing? 
Miss L {as not noticing, repeats),/-^ 

" Whistled as he went for want of thought" 
Miss S, Now, mamma, pray excuse me, for I have just 
remembered it is time for me to go and arrange my dress 
for the evening party. [JExit e. 

Miss 2, (repeats) — 

" Her jetty locks, wluch careless break 
In wanton ringlets o*er her neck, 
Completes tlie rural scene." 

Mrs, L, Scenes, nonsense, scenes, indeed 1 There 
shall be no scenes here just like a play-house. 

Miss L {repeats). '• Too lovely Iphigene." [Sighs). 

Mrs. L. Well, my mind's made up as to my custom— 

Miss I, Say costume, mamma, if you please. 

Mrs, L. How you do interrupt a body so, on sich a 
serious occasion —custom and costume, 'tis just as one. 1 
intended being Belindar, in a Rape of the Lock ; but on 
turning it over in my own mind, I think the Mountain 
Sylph best suitable for my face and figure. 

Miss I » (aside). Mercy on me! She'd look much 
better as. one of the beefeaters in the Tower. 
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Enier Miss Sbbahuva. b. - Scneams and ihrcufS' herself 
: m.her moikgf^s netk* 

Mrs. L. Child I child! Whatever is the matter?. 
Miss S, Oh, mamma, Vm lost, rained, and uudvn^« , 
ilfr«. L. Heaten forbid ! What has happened ? 
Miss S, And what's more, yoa will be ruined. 
Mrs* L. No^ uo, child ; nobody wants to ruin me at 

Miss S* And my sister will be ruined too ! 

Miss L (c. R.) YouM better mind your own business 
than trouble yourself about me. (Aside). She little 
knows about the kings of Ulster, Munster, and Con- 
naught ; or of the ro^^al blood that flows in the veins of 
dearest Phelim. 

Miss S. But Pre seen him ! Fve seen him 1 

Mrs.L. Seen! Who? 

Miss S, Why that fellow, Dent, the dentist, from 
London ; be is now in this very house. I saw lum 
talking with Madame Pauline in the dining-parlour. Oh, 
mamma/ he ^IH betray us, and [ shall lose the Baron, the 
(M>ronet, and th^ jewds. What shall we do ? 

Mrs, L. Let tne consider. We must lose no time» ox 
all will be up. Thd best way is to write him a polite 
note^say we heard of his arrival and invite him to the 
party thb evening — that there is a secret, and beg him to 
be silent respecting us for the present. I see no other 
way* 

miss S, Pll go and write it directly. [ExU a. 

Mrs,L. How unlucky 1 But come« dear, we must 
make the best of a bad matter. ^ I hope the note won*t be 
too late. If ho has said anvthing already, we must turn 
the tables on him and say he s an impostor. [Exeunt l. 



SCENE IIL— ^ Street in Boulogne. 

Enter Mb. Bugoins, a. Mb. Dbnt, l. they meet in o. 

Mr. D. {starts). My good old friend, Mr. Baggins. 
how strange 1 Why wonders will never cease ! And is 
it possible I see you ? I should just as soon expe^ to 
meet St. Paul's and the Monument this side the water 
as vou i May 1 inquire what it is ? I think I can pretty 
well guess ? 
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,Mr*B^ Q^\sA i% aee yoilp-irery yM to «ee ^u, Mr. 
Dent. I dou't wonder joki^re^ surprised ; but it was a 
newspaper brought me here<. 

Mr.jb, A newspaper! Howioddl 

Mr, JB, Yes, a newspaper. What should I see, two 
days ago, on taking up a newspaper at the QoflTee-huiise, 
but an account of the arrival, at Boulogne, ef Mrs. and 
the Miss Loosecash's, and some nonsense about heiresses 
and a manor. At first I could not believe 'twas my sister 
and nieces, till I saw Linden Grove mentioned, that little 
box of a place up at Islington, where you may ring a bell 
with one nand and open the door with the other ; and, as 
there is half a dozen evergreens in pots before the door^ 
these silly women call it Linden Grove, so I went to tho 
hop and found 'twas them sure enougb^-^and I found too 
they had taken lots of money with them— so I came off 
directly to save them from ruin. Perhaps you may have 
seen them and can tell me something about them? 

Mr. 2>. Yes, sir, I've seen them, at a distance, and 
have taken a lodging in the same house with them« Had 
yon not come over, I intended to have endeavour^ 
myself to save your niece from ruin, as she is j^oiagi to 
be married to a pennyless peer of France, who lives by 
hh wits, and, to my certain knowledge, wbui I was in. 
Paris, last summer, had four wives Jiving at thai time* 
He has borrowed money too, 1 understand of your 
thoughtless sister, they are going to give a fancy ball* ^w 
costunUf to-night — 

Mr. B. Going to give a what I Going to the deyill 
She'd better have stayed at home and looked s^er ^e 
shop^a better business, Mr. Dent, nobody has got about 
Whitechapel— and the girls might haye got well married 
to honest young tradesmen, if they hadn't got such silly 
nonsense in their heads. 

Mr, D. Now, sir, I would advise that you conceal 
yourself from them until the evening, then present yourself 
at the ball and judge for yourself, and save your family 
firom destfucdon. Shame at detection will do more than 
all the persuasion in the world. They keep a fcotii^n 
too» I bear, and he is Irish to boot. 

Mr. B. A footman ! that 1 can hardly give credit to, 
II! abide by your advice, my dear friend, for it is good ;, 
but, take notice, I'm not going to make a Tom fool of 
myself to-night and dress up like one of the Bartlemy 
Fair show folks. Come, Mr. Dent. [Exeunt^ h. 
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SCENE IV.— ^ Room with a French Window in flat, 
opening into a Garden* 

Enter Miss Iphigenia, l. 

Miss I, {goes to window and looks out J, Where can 

Phelim be that he is not in the garden as he promised ; 

surely nothing has happened to prevent his coming? 

What a charming window this for Romeo and Juliet : — 

" O ! Romeo ! Romeo I wherefore art thou, Romeo t ** 

Enter Phelim ^rom tlie window^ 
** Deny thy father and refuse thy name.*' 

Phe. Pll be shot, miss, if 1 do that for anybody. Deny 
the good ould soul, not I ? and, as for my name, as I 
niver did anything yet to disgrace it, why should I be 
ashamed of it ? Well, Pve settled everything wid the 
captain of the ship that's going to Ireland, and we must 
be on board by twelve, that will be a good time, as then 
they will all be dancing away, and then you won't be 
missed for some time, you know. 

Miss L I hope the moon will shine to-night; Ms so 
charming to see it '* tip with silver all the fruit-tree tops.** 

Phe. Pooh ? never mind the moon, jewel, and as for 
fruit, the best fruit in the world is pra-ties. 

Miss L {repeats)-^ 

" And as her flying fingers kissed the strings—" 
{Places herself in the attitude of playing the harp). 

Phe. Kissed strings! What nonsense! Who, 1 wonder, 
would kiss strings when they could kiss a pretty girl. 
Pm sure an Irishman wouldn't. {Kisses her). 

Miss I. Oh! fie, Phelim ; but, for the little blind boy, 
Cupid's, sake, I suppose I must forgive you. 

Phe. Blind! blind! Why should the boy be born 
blind 'i But, 'tis a comical name you mane to give the 
child of our's, however. But, whether you call him 
Cupid or Venus, or St. Patrick, love, 'tis all one to me, 
so you are pleased. 

Miss I. Oh ! you affect not to understand the Heathen 



Phe. Heathen — what? 

Miss L I shall see you in Ireland enjoying yourself on 
the mountains, <* with all your little flock at feed about 
vou." 
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Phe, No, miss, I shouldn't like |to keep sheep at all. 
and only fancy one's self on the top of Ma^llicuddy's 
Rocks, near Killarney, on a cold rainy day. Pretty sort 
of enjoyment that. 

Miss L Killarncy ! Oh, where the beautiful lakes are I 
(Sings one verse of the song of " Kate Kearney ^^ iin- 
accompanied by the orchestra). Then you knew that 
lovely creature, Kate Kearney ? 

PAe. ^'hy I heard a song about such a body, miss, 
when I was a boy ; but, by the piper that played before 
Moses, if she's aliye now, she's as ould as my mother. 
Now do let us talk a little sense, love. I've been thinkinfr 
about that Mr. Thaddeus Worser. oftener than 1 can tell 
you, a rascal— when we are married niver let him get 
into my potatoe garden, or put his foot over my threshold, 
. if he does his coat will get the biggeat batemg wid my 
shillelagh, and wid him in it into the bargain, so I beg 
you'll give him timely notice, that he may keep his ugly 
mug out of the way. 

Miss L Ha ! ha ! ha ! Don't be alarmed. Why it is 
only a book. 

Phe. A book I And have I been frightening myself, 
honey, all this while about nothing but a book I 

Miss L 'Tb very true, nothing else I assure you ; but 
we roust now separate, for I hear some one coming ; you 
will wear a blacK domino at the ball ; at the commence- 
ment of the quadrilles I will be watching for you ; hush 
— (puts her finger to her lip)r-Tkoi a word more. 

{Exit Miss I. B. Phelim through window, 

SCENE y.-'A Boom in the Boarding Bouse, 

Enter Madam£ Pauline, r. 

Mad. P. I don't know, for my part, who would not 
keep de boarding-house ; if dey want to get marry, dats 
de place for find a husband, oui, dat dear accomplished 
man. Monsieur Dent, to fall in love wid me, ha ! ha 1 ha ! 
Whoever would have tought dat Madame Pauline, de 
keeper of de boarding-house, at Boulogne, would become 
Mrs. Surgeon Dentist-Dent I How well dat sounds I But 
den he has so much taste, and says he keeps a cab, and 
will take me to London, and will introduce me to de first 
society in Norton Folgate, de Minories, Smithfield, and 
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da Borongb; boirpl6«ed I shall be, ha! hal ha! I 
caoBOl he^ laugh at de old bochere woman, how surprise 
she was, ami how she faint at dinner, to-day, when i ask 
about de meat at Wfaitechapel, and what a tumbler full of 
water dej trew in her face, ha! ha 1 ha 1 But how I am 
laugh and idle my time when I ought to be doing twenty 
oder tinffs, and seeing if de ball-room is ready for de 

Srty. Mrs. Surgeon-Dentist Dent ! Oh, how charming ! 
a! ha I ha! (Song introduced). [Exit l. 

SCENE VI.— ^ Ball Boom bHUxantly lighted. 

Befbre the scent changes, the end of a Quadrille is played 
by the orchestra : two sets infancy costumes are dis- 
covered making their congeis to each other as Just 
fuiving finished a quadrille, 

Phelim, disguised in a long black cloak with hood^ the 
Babon de QtTATRE Franc Standing l. Many persons 
representing various characters walking about. Music 
ceases. 

Enter Sebtant. 

Ser. The Cafire Chaig^ d' Affaires, [Exit, 

Enter Caffbe. 

[AU the eharatters stare at him. 

Re-enter Sbbtant. 

Ser, The Prince Noirphiztattoo. [Exit. 

Enter the Pbince in an Indian dress, his face painted to 
represent a tattooed Indian. 

Characters. The Prince ! The Prince ! 
[All crowd around him. Orchestra plays Quadrille. 

Enter Miss Sbbaphina, b. in a fancy costume, dancing. 
The Babon meets her, c. and Joins her in the dance, 
then enter Miss Iphigbnia, who goes towards Phslim, 
they retire up the stage. 

Enter Mas. Loobbcash, dressed as the Mountain Sy^h, 
with wings, ffc, dancing. 
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[A Quadrille is fi^mkd^'W^ P»MbB Amew wUh 
Mrs. LoosfiCA^if'i Mh^ SftiismiNA wM Me 
Babon ; MiM Ipilidmk^Yir^PiiKuir. Nmur 
the conchtsian ^ tkfi^^QmdHlh^ Psbliu tttaU 
off with MiflBUPitfotilfi/W «u «» 

Enter Mb. Dent, Mb. Bvooiim, aiwl Mad. PAUUffB, i. 

[M&s. LoosECASH sees Mb. BuofiiNs, screams^ and 
faints in the arms of the Pbince. All the 
characters in a state of con/usion, 

Mr, B. Sister, sister, dont be alarmed ; I come to 
save jou all* This Barmi, who baa swiD41ed jou out of 
jour money, under pretence of marrying your daughter, 
IB ahrtady married to four wives ; but he shan't get a fitth 
out of my family if I can help it; 

[Baeon seems confounded. 

Miss S. And have I lost a husband, a title, and 
jewels? Oh! 

Mr. B, Be thankfiil, niece, you have escaped being 
ruined b^ a villain , and, as for jewels, you possess two 
brighter jewels than any that adorn Her Majesty's crown, 
G<^ bless her, for you have still innocence and virtuQ. 

Mrs. L. Oh ! wnere, where, is Iphy ; somebody, per- 
haps, has carried her off? 

Enter Phblim and Miss Ifhiobhia, u. b. 

Phe. No, ma'me, but shQ was about to carry off some 
body, and that's myself. 

Miss I. (^throws herself mto her uncles arms). But 
my heart failed me when I sa^ my dear, dear uncle, and 
I couldn't go without speaking to him. 

Mr. B. Young mau, whoMare you, and what trade do 
you follow? j 

Phe. Trade is it you mane I why thei whisky trade to 
be sure when Pm at home. 

Mr. B. And where's that ? 

Phe. And is it yourself that axes such e^ question when 
you hear me snake I Why Ireland to be sure. 

Mr. B. Weil, niece, I'm better pleased that you have 
fallen into the hands of an honest tradesman than if you 
had married a lord ; and» hark ye, my lad, I'll give you 
five hundred pounds to begin trade with, and be godfather 
to the first boy, provided he's called Buggms. 
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Phe, Long life to yoor honoui l and '* may you never 
die till the grass grows on your upper lip." Now, won't 
we have a whisky shop in Cork, {to Ipbigenia. Babon is 
sUaUng qff, Pbslim stops kim») Stop a bit there ! the 
divil's own luck go wid yo«, and you can whietle a jig, if 
YOU plase, to all the milestones you mate in your way 
home, and don't Ibrgit to give my compliments to 'em. 

[Exit Babon in a rage. 

\8t. Cha, There's a good supper below and plenty of 
wine ; we may just as well go and partake of it. 

2nd, Cha. So I think ; let ns go. 

\st, Cha. My Lady Tanner letme conduct you. ( Offers 
his arm to Last T.) 

2nd. Cha. Come, Mr. Falsetto. 

[Exeunt aU but Mb. Buogins, Mb. Dent, Mbs. and 
the Misses Loosecash, Phelxm, Mad. Pauline, 
the Pbincb, and Chabgb D'Affaibes. 

Prince. I shall take care again how I visit such low 
persons. 

[The Pbince looks with eontempt and struts off 
foUowed bff the Chabgb D'Affaibes, l. 

Chargid^ Affaires. Canaille! [Exit. 

Mr. B. Mr. Dent you have acted the part of a kind 
friend in th'is business, I shall never forget it ; together 
we have saved the happiness and reputation of my family. 

Mr. D> If I have served you, sir, I am very happy in 
80 doing ; and, at the same time I have served myself 
and found a good wife in the person of Madame Pauline, 
who I beg^to present as— Mrs. Dent, elect. 

Mr. B. Well, now that's right, just as it should be, and 
I wifiii you both much joy. ( To Phelim). Give us your 
hand, my brave boy (shakes hands'), long may the nose 
of England twine witli the Irish Shamrock. 

Phe. Hurrah I hurrah ! Erin go bragh ! 

Mr, D. And the Thistle of Scotland too, sir ; I am a 
Scotchman. Triajuncta in una, 

Mr. B. Ah, I hope so. Now then, sister, nieces, 
friends, let us away for old England. Farewell France 
and folly. Never let us forget that society forms so 
many links of a chain, each depending on the other, from 
high to low. Then never be ashamed of the land that 
gave you birth, or the honest employment that procures 
you an honourable independence. 
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Phe. Bravo! old buck I {Slaps him on the back). 
Bravo, I say, you couldn't have said anything better if 
ou had been a born Irishman twenty times over. Well, 
love England, for twas there I fint saw my beautiful 
wasn't it, love? Don't blush so, but homd up your 
like a man. But, though we are going to keep a 
shebeen shop in ould Ireland, yet sometimes we mane to 
return and see our kind fHends in merry England. I hope 
they won't forget us in our absence and be as happy to see 
and welcome us as we shall them. But there's one thing 
above all others we wish for, that is, when— /Ae«0-~our 
English relations and friends come to Cork, they won't 
forget to call and give their support to Phelim and his 
whisky shop. 



THE END. 
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